
Life in Galway 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Three Good Men / No Home 

and Alone / Winter Snow 
 

Merry Christmas  

from our home to yours! 

 

 

Photos above: Christmas with a touch of Galway – Wayne Brandow and daughter, 

Lindsay, with a Cat’s Meow of Galway’s Baptist parsonage; a Galway Mug 

Winter 2015, Issue Twenty-Three    Good News for you to peruse! 

Free – Take One!  



 

A Word from the Editor 
 

I’m glad that the Lord brought me to Galway 

way back in 1977 to come and minister 

among you as the pastor of the Bible Baptist 

Church of Galway. I’ve shared a lot with you 

over the past issues about people and 

organizations here in Galway. I’d like to 

share with you a little about myself and what 

it was like for me when I first came to Galway. In the article Three Good 

Men I want to tell you about the three men God brought into my life as a 

young minister here in Galway, three men who greatly helped Martha and 

me. 
 

In No Home and Alone, I tell the story of a person who is now attending 

the Baptist church. As a child, he was separated from his brothers and 

placed into an orphanage when his mother died. 
 

As always, I’d like to thank the following for their generosity in giving to 

cover the printing costs so that I can make Life in Galway available free 

of charge: Tim & Carole Jones, Barbara Palmer, Frank Taylor, those who 

gave through the collection box at Galway Market, and for the partial 

funding provided for the community information by the Dockstader 

Charitable Trust.   
 

If you would like to donate to cover printing costs, please send a check 

made out to the Bible Baptist Church of Galway with a note indicating it is 

for Life in Galway. Send it to PO Box 112, Galway, NY 12074. 
 

If you have ideas for Life in Galway stories contact Wayne Brandow at 

wrbrandow@yahoo.com or call 518-882-6387.  
 

FYI- Where can one get the Galway items shown on the cover? The mug 

was special ordered at the Apple Barrel in Schoharie. The Cat’s Meow 

piece was from a photo our daughter Heather sent to be made by Cat’s 

Meow.  
 

Sincerely yours,   Wayne R. Brandow 

 

Past issues of Life in Galway?  Click PDF files of past issues on the menu bar at 

https://lifeingalway.wordpress.com/. Also, check out the blog by Pastor Brandow at 

https://smallvillagepastor.wordpress.com/. 

mailto:wrbrandow@yahoo.com
https://lifeingalway.wordpress.com/
https://smallvillagepastor.wordpress.com/


 

Three Good Men 
 

I was only 25 years old and recently married when I came to Galway in 

the end of the summer of 1977. Martha and I had been married a little 

over a year. I look back now and marvel at how young I was. However, at 

the time, I thought nothing of it.  
 

After graduating from college in 1975, and being ordained to the ministry 

the same year, I initially went to western New York to work among Indian 

youth in the Seneca and Tuscarora tribes. Ministry opportunities opened 

and I became an interim director of the historic Niagara Bible Conference 

where I began to speak to young people in churches throughout Western 

New York and Pennsylvania.  
 

A door also opened to preach in 

some of those churches, first, while 

pastors were away, and then in 

some churches which were 

searching for a new minister. 

(Photos: Wayne and Martha from 

college yearbook) 
 

Martha and I came to Galway upon hearing of an opening here. The 

invitation to candidate as pastor was given, and for three Sundays I 

preached and taught. In a Baptist Church, the congregation chooses its 

minister after a careful examination which entails preaching, teaching and 

meeting the people in their homes. Martha and I stayed with the Cowper 

and Curran families, sharing meals with them and others in order to 

become acquainted.  
 

After the trial period, came the church vote, and in God’s kindness, I was 

unanimously called to be the new pastor. The Elders of the church gave 

me free rein to take the church where I felt the Lord was leading me. Such 

is not always the case. Not every minister is blessed with a truly 

supportive Elder board and congregation, however, I knew that I could 

not go it alone. This young pastor needed mature guidance and role 

models. That is where God brought three good men into my life.  
 

I wrote about the first of the three, Everett Hartman, in the very first issue 

of Life in Galway in “A Good Neighbor” (Summer 2010, Issue One). He 

personified to me everything that is good about Galway and its people. 

He and his family lived next door to our growing family. Whenever there 



was a household crisis, such as no hot water, heat, water or electricity, all 

of which happened at various times, my little girls would say, “Mr. Hartman 

can fix it.” Sure enough, Ev Hartman was always willing to lend a hand. 

Over the years, not only did he teach me many things, but he volunteered 

innumerable hours of work on the church and parsonage. To my 

daughter, Heather, he was like a grandfather. To me, he was the best of 

friends and a true father figure. That was a real blessing as my Dad, the 

best father a son could ever have, was over a thousand miles away in 

South Florida. 
 

The other two men were in the church. They were the Elders, and were 

the leaders within the church when I came.  They were Tom Cowper and 

Andy Curran.  
 

Let me tell you about Major Thomas J. 

Cowper. Tom was a retired Marine. He 

was the one with whom I corresponded 

during the application process. I’ll 

never forget my first impression of Tom. 

Neatly dressed in jeans, sneakers, and 

a sports shirt, very cheerful, trim and fit, 

somewhat soft spoken, he was the first 

person in Galway that Martha and I met 

as he stepped outside of his home on 

Shaw Road to greet us. We were 

invited in, and we met Jeanne, his wife, 

and some of his sons who were still at home. Something struck me about 

Tom that made that first encounter so memorable. When I was a young 

man in my twenties, the word “retired” brought up images of “old.” In my 

imaginings of an old “Marine Major,” I pictured a tall, stocky, rugged, stern 

and gruff kind of person - an older version of Sergeant Rock of the World 

War II themed comics of my boyhood. Tom just didn’t look the part. He 

was too down-to-earth, polite and friendly. However, looks can be 

deceiving. Standing before me that day was a man of true grit, 

tremendous inner strength, and courage. (photo: Tom & Jeanne, 1986). 
 

Tom had worked on the Great Lakes as a teen. His father had abandoned 

the family, and he did the best he could to look out after his mother and 

sister. He enlisted in the Marines and worked his way up the ranks from 

a private to a Marine pilot to a Major. He saw fierce combat in Korea, 

became an officer and a pilot, flew jets during the Cuban Missile Crisis, 

trained helicopter pilots, and served tours of duty in Vietnam as a 



helicopter pilot, and earned the Distinguished Flying Cross for valor 

during combat in Vietnam. I wrote about this before in an earlier Life in 

Galway in “Galway’s Unsung Heroes” (Fall 2010: Issue Two). 
 

Once Tom retired from the military, he 

first shoed horses and then went back 

to college to get an accounting 

degree. He became an auditor and 

then a manager for the IRS in their 

Albany office. (Photo: Jeanne & Tom) 
 

Tom and Jeanne settled in Galway 

because of Jeanne. Jeanne had 

grown up in Schenectady and was 

working at GE as an engineering 

assistant when they met. They had 

four sons: Thomas, Jr., Timothy, Tod, 

and Terry who all truly loved and 

revered their father. Their oldest son, Tom, Jr. entered the Marines as an 

officer and ended up a Major in the Marine Reserves.  All four sons went 

into law enforcement: The three oldest were New York State Troopers 

and Terry was a police officer for the Schenectady Police Department. 
 

The oldest three sons all married and built houses on or near Tom and 

Jeanne’s property where they raised their families, and in the 1980s and 

90s all were involved in the life of the Bible Baptist Church of Galway. I 

can’t tell you how many times over the years when I would meet someone 

and introduce myself as the pastor of the Baptist church in Galway, that 

person would say, “Is that the Cowper’s church?”  
 

Little did I know on the first day of meeting Tom and Jeanne how their 

family would play such a large part with our family! Martha and I ended 

up having three daughters here in Galway: Joy, Heather, and Lindsay. 

The church activities would include both our young family and the families 

of the oldest Cowper sons. You might be wondering about Terry? 

Although part of a close-knit family, Terry settled in Amsterdam and 

attended his wife’s church, Perth Bible Church. Our family would see 

Terry’s family when we’d be included in Cowper family gatherings.  
 

Let me tell you about an incident that took place at a prayer meeting in 

the Baptist parsonage. Tom Sr., Tom Jr. and Tim were there. I noticed a 

gun sticking out from one of their boots. So I asked, as we were sitting 

around in the living room, “Is that a gun sticking out of your boot?” Not 



only did he say yes, but the other two opened their coats to reveal guns 

in their shoulder holsters! Remember, I had two Troopers there that night, 

but not in uniform. As they were all well-trained with firearms and also 

excellent marksmen, we definitely had more than angels watching out 

over us! We should all be grateful for courageous first-responders who 

are always prepared, whether firemen, policemen, ambulance drivers or 

EMTs. There are many in the Galway area. 
 

Tom had become a Christian while in the Marines. A Navy chaplain 

introduced him to Christ. I cannot tell you how grateful I have been 

throughout my 38 years here as pastor in Galway to have Tom as my 

fellow elder and confidant. He was the one who put into practice the most 

stringent guidelines for handling money in the church. Being an 

accountant in the IRS, he knew what to do.  
 

The ministry sometimes involves very delicate and difficult situations 

which need to be taken care of. I was so fortunate to have older, wiser 

men such as Tom and Andy to talk to and to jointly make decisions. As 

not all decisions are equally liked by all, it is good when the elders are all 

in agreement. The end result has been church harmony for 38 years! 
 

Being the son of a father who abandoned his mother, Tom was 

steadfastly loyal to his wife Jeanne. He loved her deeply and was faithfully 

by her side during her struggle with Alzheimer’s and death. To lose one’s 

lifetime companion is a severe blow. The comfort for the Christian is the 

knowledge that she really is not gone. Jeanne has merely gone ahead. 

There will be a great reunion to come.  

 

Let me tell you about the 

third person that the Lord 

brought into my life, 

Andrew Curran!  Andy was 

married to Terrill. They 

lived on Jockey Street near 

the Methodist church 

building in East Galway. 

Unlike Tom, Andy was big 

and rough looking. Of Irish 

descent, he grew up in 

Baltimore and went to sea 

as an engineer on large oil tankers. He was wild! (Photo: The Currans, 

early 1980s) 



 

Yet God’s grace is such that a few years before I came to Galway, Andy 

went to the Bible Baptist Church of Galway to hear an evangelist who was 

a former Trooper. The message given resonated with his heart, and Andy 

decided to follow Christ. 
 

Andy was a true “Son of Thunder.” When he spoke, he would speak with 

authority, perspicuity, and to the point, so that all would listen. Though a 

“John the Baptist” kind of person, God had worked in such a way that 

there was a large reservoir of tenderness in his heart. Full of common 

sense and very orderly, he was a tremendous asset to this young minister. 

If he thought that anything was out of order, even with me, he would 

calmly, but directly, tell me so.  
 

Andy and Terrill are such a wonderful couple. Terrill was divorced from 

an abusive marriage before they met and married. She had three children 

from that first marriage: Jeff, Guy, and Morgan (who was severely 

disabled and institutionalized his whole life). Together they had two more 

children while here in Galway: Andrew (AC), and Amy. 
 

When I became the pastor back in 1977, my salary was $100 a month. 

We had very little. The parsonage was furnished for the most part with 

used furniture given to us by church folks. We will never forget our first 

Christmas here in Galway, when Terrill, who sold Stanley products, used 

the benefits she accrued to give us two sets of colonial style dishes that 

we use to this day. Martha was greatly moved at their kindness.    
 

Andy took a job in a Nuclear power plant in Oswego in the mid1980s and 

so they have been gone for many years. However, we’ve continually 

stayed in touch, being the best of friends. 
 

Let me tell you a story about Andy. On Thanksgiving of 1981, I was sick 

with bronchitis. Normally, Martha and I would travel to my grandparents 

in Philmont, NY, to spend Thanksgiving with them. Instead, we put logs 

in the fireplace, (foolish in such an old house), and I read the classic book, 

Robinson Crusoe. That fictional story of a young man shipwrecked on an 

island dramatically helped to change my theological understanding of how 

God works in salvation. In the book, Crusoe kept a diary, and in one day’s 

entry he mentioned how he became a Christian. He read from the Bible 

that the Lord was a Prince and a Savior exalted to give repentance.  He 

put down the Bible and cried out to God to give him repentance. 

 



To me this was eye opening. I knew that God commanded us to repent, 

but I did not realize that God said that He would give it. I recognized the 

passage and began to study on my own. The end result was that not only 

did I see that God gives repentance, but that He also gives faith. I began 

to see that all along what I had been telling people to do for salvation was 

something only God can give them. Yes, we must believe, as I formerly 

would say; however, God in grace changes our hearts so that we most 

freely believe. If we were left to ourselves, we would not naturally do this. 

Theologically, this perspective is known as Calvinism, which was sadly 

anathema in the independent fundamentalist Baptist circles of which I was 

a part and the beliefs which our church held to at the time. 
 

It is interesting that by embracing such a Calvinist (or Reformed) point of 

view, I had unwittingly stepped into the perspective of our Baptist church 

at its founding in 1789. 
 

To say the “C”-word (Calvinism) was bound to cause problems as 

preconceived ideas and strong opinions about the topic often created 

barriers to understanding. I shared what I discovered that Thanksgiving 

about Robinson Crusoe, repentance, and faith at the next prayer meeting. 

Andy was not present at that meeting, due no doubt to work. I pointed out 

how God not only commands us to repent and believe, but He also gives 

us both repentance and faith. He does so, because He gives us a new 

outlook. That is why we believe.  
 

I purposed not to highlight the topic but to just preach what the Bible says 

whenever I came across a passage touching upon the theme. Within a 

month, in an adult Sunday School class, after I explained a passage, a 

person in the class said that if I believed that, I was a Calvinist. I affirmed 

that such was the case and the person demanded that I supply the verses 

to support it. I agreed to do so, therefore, in the evening services in the 

beginning of 1982, I taught how I formerly viewed the topic and what I 

now believed the Bible to teach. 
 

It is here where Andy comes into the story. After that Sunday School 

class, Andy came up to me, affirmed his love to me, but said in a direct 

way that I was wrong. In the few weeks between that class and the 

evening series, Andy did some reading. Through this reading, God had 

made Andy an ardent Calvinist as well! By the time I started the series, I 

had both Andy and Tom backing me. (Tom was with me all along, since 

the prayer meeting when I introduced faith as a gift.)  
 



At those evening services, I spoke and then opened it up for questions. 

Andy, who was very direct, authoritative and clear, would speak up. Tom 

spoke up as well. Both expressed their support. Through it all, we lost one 

family, but what the whole debate stirred up was the interest of the young 

men in our church for God’s Word, and it put us on the trajectory of church 

growth and serious study. 
 

It is not surprising that when Andy and Terrill moved away, not finding a 

“reformed” Baptist church, they became Presbyterians. Evangelical 

Baptists, Congregationalists, and Presbyterians are so much alike. These 

denominations came from the same historical stream, the Puritans, in the 

1600s and wrote confessions of faith with identical wording with the 

exception of sections on baptism and church government.  
 

For those in the future who desire to know of the history of the Baptist 

church here in Galway, these events in 1981 and 1982 resulted in the   

recovery of its founding doctrines. It took place under the leadership of 

three Elders, Tom Cowper, Andy Curran, and myself. 
 

God gave me three men 

to mentor me as a 

young man. One was 

outside of the church 

and two within. Every 

young man needs an 

older man to be his 

mentor and I had three, 

outside of my father, 

who has always been a 

powerful influence and 

guide in life. Now, God 

has given me Michael 

Churchill, a former 

Presbyterian elder, who 

asked me many years 

ago to mentor him, 

when his pastor died. Michael and I had led men’s breakfast Bible studies 

together as well as home Bible studies. Recently, he started attending our 

church to help out. He embraced a Baptist view of baptism, was baptized, 

became a member of our church, and serves as both an elder and a very, 

very gifted teacher. He teaches an adult Sunday School every week. It is 

now my turn to help a younger man. (Photo: Michael’s baptism, 2014). 



No Home and Alone 

In 1990, the Christmas movie, Home Alone, 

captured our hearts with an eight-year-old boy 

left behind as the family scurried on its way to a 

Christmas vacation abroad.  Full of slapstick 

humor, the creative antics devised to thwart two 

burglars by the undaunted little hero are quite 

funny and propelled the making of sequels. The 

story I’m about to tell you is not funny, but heart-

wrenching. It is about a boy who was six years 

old who found himself no longer at home and 

feeling very much alone. It’s the story of James 

Graff, who now comes to Galway each Sunday 

to worship in the Baptist church in the Village.        (photo: Jim, 5 yrs. old) 
 

James was born on October 14, 1960, into a typical “Dick and Jane” 

suburban family on Long Island, the son of a policeman. He was already 

furnished with an adopted sister, Carol, who was two years older. Neatly 

spaced, two years later another son, John, was born to his parents, 

Joseph and Leonnora, and life was unfolding in a normal fashion.  
 

There were challenges. What family doesn’t have them? It was 

discovered that Carol had Downs Syndrome which drew out of the young 

parents both love and angst. However, the biggest challenge was yet to 

come. When it did arrive, it was unexpected, sudden, and life changing! 

In 1966, Leonnora died of pneumonia.  
 

In the wake of this calamity, a grieving husband was left with three little 

children, ages 8, 6 and 4. What was he to do? To care for them, Carol 

was placed in a home for the disabled in Queens, NY, John was placed 

upstate in a group home in Kingston, and Jim was situated the furthest 

away in a group home in Albany, NY. One day these young children were 

at home surrounded in the familiar setting of family; the next; they were 

alone in the company of strangers. 
 

Jim longed to be home with his father, but year after year passed. His 

father did visit the children on alternating weekends, but there were the 

long stretches between each visit. Truly, there is no place like home. 
 

Joseph did eventually re-marry, which enabled Jim to be the first who 

came home to Long Island when he was 15 years old. His brother would 



follow two years later after a legal battle as another family was seeking to 

adopt him.   
 

Emptiness - the desire for something more, something tangible to satisfy 

our longings - gave to Jim the thought that if he could just be home all 

would be well. It wasn’t. He ended up being a rebellious teen, who kept 

getting into trouble. He was finally incarcerated at age 29 on a drug 

possession charge. He was an angry young man. Life was going 

nowhere. 
 

Being locked up for six months in a bare cell with nothing to do made time 

drag by. He could get out for exercise with the other inmates in the jail 

yard, but that meant being around hardened criminals. Such was 

intimidating, to say the least, so he passed that up. The only other time 

he could leave his cell was to go to the worship service.  
 

One day Jim was given a Bible. With nothing else to do, he began to read 

it. It wasn’t long before he was drawn into the message. He began to see 

how God was very real and interested in us, even if we had made a royal 

mess of our life. God loved us so much that He sent His Son the Lord 

Jesus Christ, to bear the penalty of our sin. He understood that those who 

turn from their sin and embrace Christ as Savior, He will not only forgive, 

but will also cleanse and give them a new life with God. 
 

In the quietness of his jail cell, Jim received Christ as His Savior and it 

changed his life. Imagine that! A dramatic change of direction because 

someone just handed a rebellious young man a Bible and he started 

reading. 
 

Once Jim got out of jail, he began 

attending church to draw 

encouragement from other 

believers. Going to a community 

college in Long Island, he met his 

future wife, Veronica, at an 

Intervarsity Christian Fellowship 

meeting. (Photo: the Graffs, 2015). 
 

What a transformation! Jim is one of 

the kindest, most cheerful persons 

that I know. Meeting him, you would 

never in a thousand years ever imagine the heartache and rebellion that 

he passed through in his youth. Jim and Veronica drive to church in 



Galway each Sunday from Ballston Lake with their young family of two 

children, Elizabeth and Joseph. He is alone no longer. God has satisfied 

his deepest needs.  
 

THE REASON FOR THE SEASON:  
 

 “And the angel said unto them, Fear not: 

for, behold, I bring you good tidings of 

great joy, which shall be to all people. For 

unto you is born this day in the city of 

David a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord.” 

(Luke 2:10, 11) 
 

Winter Snow          (Photos: Donnan Road;  Sacandaga Road., 2015) 
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